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familiar in imagination but not yet in reality. By
delicately pushing or pulling the stick I could hold the
plane at two to four feet of altitude for a time, which
appeared quite long to me, as well as to the witnesses
of this first flight.
Finally, the plane, for some reason, settled down.
Feeling that the wheels were again on firm ground, I
cut the ignition. A few moments later, the men who
witnessed this flight crowded round the ship far more
excited than I was myself. This was the first time that
any person then present on the field had seen a flying
machine in the air and their excitement and en-
thusiasm were perhaps far in excess of what this very
modest performance deserved. The flight was about
two hundred yards long at an altitude of two to four
feet, and lasted about twelve seconds. I made no more
tests that day. With reverence, and almost with
tenderness, my boys put the S-2 back in the hangar.
Seriously feeling the lack of instruction in my
piloting, as well as in design, I tried at least not to
lose any data that would be useful. Therefore, this
flight was followed by a discussion during which, with
the help of the witnesses, a reasonable picture was
evolved of how the plane took off, how it behaved in
flight, and so forth, to check my own impressions.
The next day I rolled the plane out with much
more confidence and decided to fly higher and farther;
if possible, across the whole field. I took off and con-
tinued to hold the stick slightly back. To my delight,
the plane arose in the air to some six or eight feet.
Next, however, to my surprise, the ship started to
settle down and landed rather heavily although with-
out damage. I repeated this attempt a few times, but